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were geniuses of the late moral and literary type and that both came some- 
what before their time, and were misunderstood by their contemporaries. It 
is no more than just, moreover, on the part of Stefan Zweig, to write: 
"Unthinkable would be a Holland who did not draw fresh faith from all 
experience, however painful; unthinkable one who failed in his own suffering 
to be mindful of the sufferings of others." Breadth of intellect, breadth and 
depth of feeling to match the intellectual capacity, ruthlessness toward these 
too-human susceptibilities and propensities which one shares with others, pro- 
found sadness linked with lofty hope — these traits seem characteristic of that 
type of "world-genius" which Tolstoi possessed and which Ibsen and Nietzsche 
may claim to share. The truth is that we scarcely know how to estimate these 
men; the phenomenon is too recent. 

In the book under consideration, there is no attempt at estimate. The dis- 
course is simply eulogy cast in an epic form. Mr. Zweig is content to look 
upon Holland as a force of nature, and to describe his victory and his influence 
as inevitable and foreordained. In his enthusiasm, the author writes with a 
vagueness and with a philosophical naivetS that remind one of an old-time 
romanticist rather than an apostle of the Bergsonism, or the newer mysticism, 
with which Romain Rolland's ideas may be more or less affiliated. The saying 
that "Art has many forms, but the highest form is always that which is most 
intimately akin to nature in its laws and its manifestations," is a sweeping gen- 
eralization, born of a priori reasoning, and reminiscent of the time when Taine 
was dictator. 

One cannot help feeling that a propagandist motive has a good deal to do 
with the spirit of this book. Rolland was misunderstood and bitterly attacked ; 
he therefore needs an eloquent defender. In America, however, where Rolland 
is regarded rather as a novelist than as a pacifist, we should be grateful for less 
apology and more criticism. 



The Pleasures of Ignorance. By Robert Lynd. New York: Charles 
Scribner's Sons. 

Mr. Lynd's essays are entitled to be called by the old term, jeus d' 'esprit, and 
they are among the few truly playful writings of the day. Despite a certain 
obviousness in the choice of themes — a trait that is inherent in the playful 
mood — they are thoroughly captivating. And this is a rare quality. Many 
there are who write in the manner of the light essayist, but practically none of 
them are light essayists. Mr. Chesterton seizes us by the ear and roars terribly 
amusing phrases at us. Professor Leacock, before he eschewed humor, could 
not resist the temptation to be funny, and thus seldom succeeded in being 
politely amusing, as the light essay demands. Mr. Crothers has a lively yet 
solemn manner and a commendable unction, but his essays are meditative 
rather than conversational. Mr. Lynd has really attained success in a some- 
what difficult literary form. 
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As has been said, the themes chosen are not such as to pique the curiosity of 
the blasts. Others have been before Mr. Lynd in making fun of the almanac 
maker and professional prophet; others have written about cats; innumerable 
writers have had their fling at hypocrisy or have produced pleasing commen- 
taries in verse or prose upon the several months. Oliver Wendell Holmes seems 
to have had more first-hand knowledge of horses and of horse-racing than has 
Mr. Lynd. But the triter the theme, the oftener other people have written 
upon it, the better Mr. Lynd appears to write upon it. Obviousness seems to 
excite his subtlety. 

In the blandness of his nonsense, in the slyness of his references to truth, 
and in the well-bred assurance with which he assumes that there are, after all, 
generally accepted standards of value, of morals, of common sense, Mr. Lynd 
practices what is almost a lost art. In his avoidance of anything that smacks of 
the "Hee-Haw School of Humor" he should be highly acceptable to Mr. James 
L. Ford. Wit flourishes only when there are standards; humor requires little 
more than contrasts. One feels complimented by Mr. Lynd's assumption that 
one has standards — is, indeed, civilized. Above all, he, with great skill and 
great good taste, maintains the right mood and the correct air without a flaw — 
the mood of pleasantry rather than raillery; the air of the modest, self-apprecia- 
tive, jesting philosopher. 



Selected Poems. By William Butler Yeats. New York: The Macmillan 
Company. 

For full appreciation of Mr. Yeats's poems, the Anglo-Saxon reader really 
needs an introductory acquaintance with Lady Gregory's Visions and Beliefs in 
the West of Ireland. At least, such an acquaintance would be somewhat help- 
ful to the not infrequently sluggish Anglo-Saxon fancy. When one has said 
this, he has said, perhaps, all that need be said in relation to the fact that Mr. 
Yeats is an Irishman. One need not even take up the objection raised by Mr. 
Paul Elmer More to Mr. Yeats and his school — the objection that they are not 
so much Irish as romantic. On the whole, the fact that Mr. Yeats, being a 
poet, is an Irishman, may be regarded as secondary, and the fact that he is 
romantic does not necessarily blast him as a poet or as a literary influence. 

After all, what the mind persistently returns to in considering Mr. Yeats's 
poems is Lady Gregory's Visions and Beliefs — the remarkable thing about 
which is that the stories related therein are vastly less well authenticated 
than are the stories collected by the Society for Psychical Research and at 
the same time infinitely easier to believe. This is because, like some religious 
dogmas discredited by science, they subtly fit in with and satisfy certain 
permanent susceptibilities of the human mind : in other words they mean some- 
thing, are in some sense true. Judged by the same pragmatic test the doings 
of a poltergeist as recounted in the proceedings of the Society are absolutely 
untrue. 



